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came to the departmental capital to speak their
minds as free men, felt as though they had stepped
straight into a city of the sixteenth century. They
encountered none but idolatrous papists, howling
for their death, who wanted to massacre them* And
as Monsieur Worms-Clavelin, who since the judg-
ment of 1894 was fully convinced that Dreyfus was
innocent, made no mystery of that conviction after
dinner, as he smoked his cigar, the Nationalists
whose cause he favoured had good reason to count
on a loyal support which was not dependent upon
personal feeling*

This firm hold over the department whose
archives he kept profoundly impressed Monsieur
Mazure, who was an ardent Jacobin and capable of
heroism, but who, like the company of heroes,
marched only to the sound of the drum. Monsieur
Mazure was not a brute. He felt that he owed it
to others and to himself to explain his attitude.

After the soup, as they were waiting for the
trout, he leaned his arms on the table and remarked ;

c< My dear Bergeret, I am a patriot and a
republican ; I do not know whether Dreyfus is
guilty or innocent I do not want to know ; it's not
my business. He may be innocent, but there is no
doubt that the Dreyfusites are guilty. They have
been guilty of a great impertinence in substituting
their own personal opinion for a decision given by